62                 JACOB'S ROOM

there are lilacs in the bowl or rusty pipes), how
priestly they look ! How like a suburb where
you go to see a view and eat a special cake !
" We are the sole purveyors of this cake." Back
you go to London ; for the treat is over.

Old Professor Huxtable, performing with the
method of a clock his change of dress, let himself
down into his chair; filled his pipe; chose his
paper; crossed his feet; and extracted his glasses.
The whole flesh of his face then fell into folds as
if props were removed. Yet strip a whole seat
of an underground railway carriage of its heads
and old Huxtable's head will hold them all.
Now, as his eye goes down the print, what a
procession tramps through the corridors of his
brain, orderly, quick-stepping, and reinforced,
as the march goes on, by fresh runnels, till the
whole hall, dome, whatever one calls it, is populous
with ideas. Such a muster takes place in no
other brain. Yet sometimes there he'll sit for
hours together, gripping the arm of the chair,
like a man holding fast because stranded, and
then, just because his corn twinges, or it may be
the gout, what execrations, and, dear me, to hear
him talk of money, taking out his leather purse
and grudging even the smallest silver coin,
secretive and suspicious as an old peasant woman
with all her lies. Strange paralysis and constric-